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1212 Cathleen Circle 
Gulf Breeze, Florida 32561 
Phone: 904/932-6359 



REST STOP VI 

Fourth Visit to Billy Joe's Trailer 
Wednesday, November 11, 1995 
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A week and a half had passed since my last fruitless stop-off here. My 
hopes were up: I had advised Billy Joe of my last two visits. This was an 

unannounced drop-in. 

I must admit, the place seemed even more orderly than before. Two 
rusted metal chairs, vintage 1950's, were set neatly side-by-side in the yard 
facing the road. The two dogs greeted the car with not-unfriendly "woofs” 
and swishing of tails — as if they now recognized me. The entry was still 
bolted, and despite my knocks on the flimsy door and yells through a hole to 
one side, no other sound interrupted the music seeping from within. When I 
walked around behind the trailer, I noted that the back window was open, pro- 
tected only by a screen. Inside was a messy empty bed with a plurrp big gray- 
white cat curled up on it. She mewed and stretched as she caught my face 
peering in. No car out front. No sign of life anywhere. 

When I crossed over to the neighbor lady's chain-link fence, her German 
Shepherd set up a racket fran within his fenced side yard. Her gate was pad- 
locked. 

On my way back through Gautier, I passed the Mini -Market where the young 
woman had given me directions to Mackeral Drive a month before. Something 
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disturbing crossed my mind. What if Billy had met with foul play? He had 
mentioned getting rid of his lover. What if an irate rejected lover had hit 
him in the head with a heavy object, locked the body inside, and stolen the 
car — leaving the radio on to fool the world? What if the CIA, FBI, or Mafia 
and their goons had gotten wind that he was M talking”? If ” loose lips 
could sink ships,” they could, God knows, sink a once-handsome hustler/lover 
of Clay Shaw .... By the time I hit 1-10 for New Orleans, I had justified 
these thoughts as the paranoid ramblings of yet another Assassination 
” addict.” Well, I would try again on the Wednesday trip back though, I 

* 

thought. On the other hand, maybe I would never see Billy Joe Johnson again. 



The current Post-Assassination ”hit list” of witnesses who died 
"rqysteriously ” now totals 133. See: JFK: The Dead Witnesses by Craig Rob- 
erts and Jon Armstrong. Tulsa: The Consolidated Press Internationa, 1995. 



